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THE  PERFUMES  OF  LONDON. 


Tune— A  Man  tliat  ia  Mj«ied. 


What  a  folly  it  is  from  dear  Lcmdou  to 
stray,  • 

And  call  country  rambles  a  treat ; 

Don’t  tell  me  of  fragrance  andsweet  scented 
hay, 

Tor  in  London  we've  sceirts  in  each  street. 

Tes,  we've  scents  that  agree  with  each 
cockney's  nose, 

That  afford  him  the  truest  delight ; 

Newgate  Market^  for  instaij^e^  now  only 


suppose, 

On  a  fine  sultry,,  hot  summer's  night. 

Oh,  rare,  deli^tful  ak. 

Talk  of  breathing  perfumes,  clap  your  nose 
o'er  a  sink. 

Oh,  London,  dear  London's  the  place  for  a 
stink. 


About  knackers  or  gas  works  I’ll  say  aot  a 
wordf 

Nor  of  Billingsgate  odour  complain,  * 
Tj^w^ittelters,  or  water  where  cabbage 
boiled, 

Or  the  fumes  of  a  lamp  just  blown  out. 

Or  a  body  on  which  Dri  Brookes  has  re¬ 
coiled, 

Lord,  agrees  very  well  with  my  snout. 

Oh,  rare,  reviving  air. 

'Tis  a  true  cockney's  boast,  whate’er  y^u 
may  think, — 

Oh,  Londro,  dear  l4>nion’8  the  place  for  a 
stink. 


CHAPTER  OF  TOASTS  AND  SONG 
OF  SENTIMENTS. 


Don’t  tell  me  of  roses,  or  sweet  scented 
brier, 

Or  May  blossoms  sickly  and  pale  ; 

For  to  pass  a  night  cart  is  just  what  !  desire, 
When  the  men  have  just  emptied  their 
pail, 

Te  ruralists,  boast  of  your  sweet  fragrant 
vales, 

As  you  wander  through  groves  and 
'mongst  trees ; 

But  I  pity  you  all,  for  you  ne’er  did  inhale, 
^e  fumes  from  a  cellar  of  cheese, 

■  Oh,  rare,  salubrious  air. 

Of  Afric's  spice  gales  you  may  boast  if  you 
t  please, 

But  it  can't  be  compar'd  to  a  cajrt  of  soap 
^  lees. 

Some  throw  up  their  windows  each  morning 
‘  for  air, 

!  And  vow  it's  their  only  delight ; 

J  prefer  a  close  room  in  the  mom,  I  declare, 

I  Where  a  score  smok'd  tobsoCQ  at  night. 
Same  boast  of  clean  linen,  a  towel  give  me, 

4  That's  been  wetted  and  dried  o'er  and 
o'er 

Or  a  gas  pipe  that's  burst,  lord,  what  plea- 
sure  I  see, 

And  a  factory  of  glue  I  adore. 

Oh,  rare,  odoriferous  air. 

I  do  love  a  walk,  and  I  dont  care  how  far,  . 
^  Where  the  sun  shines  on  pailings  bt^vixeared 
4  with  gas  tar. 

Some  folks,  at  a  sewer  are  aery 
And  turn  up  their  nose  before  rain ; 


Most  folks  give  their  sentiment  after  their 
song, 

But  I  cannot  say  this  is  my  tether ! 
part  heart  and  harmony  sure  must  be 
wrong,  / 

Song  and  sentiment  I  join  together  ; 

So  at  once  in  at  song  I’ll  my  sentiment  give. 

Sure  you'll  all  approve  what  I  am  giving, 
Hdte's  the  Queen,  heaven  bless  her,  and 
long  may  she  live,  (live  in. 

With  old  England,  the  land  that  we 

Then  here’s  Lovely  Woman,  each  man  will 
drink  that, 

For  in  each  care  and  ill  she’ll  relieve  h  m; 
Sweet  home,  for  tho’  homely,  tis  home  for 
all  that, 

\yith  a  friend  and  a  bottle  to  give  him  : 
Here's  May  honour  and  honesty  never  de¬ 
cline, 

Tis  the  wish  of  my  heart,  I  assure  ye ; 
May  Justice  and  Mer^  forever  entwine, 

With  our  glorious  Trial  by  Jury. 

Sere's  The  heart  that  can  feel  for  anothei's 
distress, 

And  the  man  that  ww  never  ungrateful ; 
Here's  "May  we  the  smiles  of  good  humotir 
possess, 

With  friends  around  cheerful  and  faithful. 
Here’s  Our  old  Wooden  Walls  that  still  lay 
our  foes  <lat  , 

With  those  treasures,  wives,  childsea  and 
friends ;  [drank  tkaV 

i  Rere'a.onr  nwn  noble  selves,  and.now  having 
I  Here  my  song  of  good  sentiment  ends. 
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V '  the  mouse  trap 

Aia— Deops  of  Beandy* 

The  clock  had  struck  two  in  the  mom, 

When  a  mouse  crept  out  of  his  hole  0/ 

All  danger  he  proudly  did  scorn. 

Being  bent  upon  having  a  stroll,  0 ; 

He  jumped  on  each  table  and  chair, 

And  search’d  well  the  comers  all  round,  O 
But  every  crevice  was  bare. 

There  was  nothing  to  eat  to  be  found,  0. 

Tolde  rol — ^here’s  a  moral  behind, 

Barring  all  blamification,  0, 

Which  if  you  look  sharp  you  may  find. 
Young  men  beware  of  temptation,  O. 

He  peep’d  under  the  crack  of  the  door,^ 

And  it  made  all  on  end  stand  his  hair,  0, 

For  he  saw  the  tom  cat — heard  him  snore, 

And  he  was  not  inclined  to  stop  there,  0. 
Then  into  the  cupboard  he  jumps^ 

And  found  summut  .there  that  did  please,  0 
For  by  luck  in  his  hurry  he  plumps, 

On  a  trap  with  some  nice  toasted 
cheese,  0. 

Says  the  cheese,  come  in,  here  am  I, 

Just  ready  to  stick  in  your  gums,  0  ; 

So  prithee  come  taste  me  and  try,  ^ 

HI  don’t  eat  much  better  than  crumbs, 0. 

I  was  cut  off  on  purpose  for  you, 

And  toasted  by  MoUy  the  maid,  O, 

I  swear  by  my  honour  ‘tis  true  : 

(Says  the  mouse) 

I’d  come  in  if  I  wasn’t  afraid,  0.  . 

He  walked  round  and  round  till  he  tired, 

He  smelt  it  again  and  again,  0, 

The  flavour  he  vastly  admired. 

But  outside  ‘twas  all  labour  in  vain,  0. 

Says  the  cheese.  Surely  you  might  as  well, 
Come  and  eat  me,  as  there  your  time 
waste,  0, 

So  don’t  be  content  with  a  smell, 

But  come  in  like  a  man  bold,  and  taste,  0 

In  a  hurry  he  enters  to  seize, 

Such  a  place  he  was  ne‘er  in  before,  O, 

But  no  sooner  his  nose  touched  the  cheese, 

Than  down  with  a  noise  fell  the  door,  0. 

He  turned  himself  round  in  despair. 

Examined  the  door _ ‘twas  too  stout,  0, 

And  then  through  the  wires  he  did  stare. 

And  he  cried,  but  he  couldn’t  get  out,  0, 

In  the  morning  the  maid  was  up  first. 

To  dust  all  the  rooms  in  the  house,  0, 


I  And  she  cried  out,  IHeie  cook.  I’ll  be  burst 
If  the  trap  hasn’t  caught  a  luge  mouse  0. 

They  oal^d  the  tom  cat  to  the  trap, 

Who  molrowedns  he  smelt  the  door,  0, 

Opened  hia  mouth  and  swallowed  him  slap, 
All  the  while  moat  profanely  he  swore^  0 

MORAL. 

Now  young  men  who  roam  out  of  a  night, 
If  you  meet  with  temptation’s  sweet 
bait,  0, 

Eemember  the  mouse’s  sad  plight, 

His  doleful  lamentable  fate,  0. 

Though  the  trap  with  its  bait  does  allure, 
T^o  run  away  think  it  no  sm,  0, 

Or  if  you  must  taste,  make  dock  sure 
To  get  out  as  well  as  you  get  in,  0 ! 


KIND  RELATIONS. 

We  all  have  our  share  of  the  ups  and  the 
downs. 

Whatever  our  rank  and  gdation, 

And  he’s  sure  to  get  the  most  scoffs  and 
frowns 

Who  depends  on  his  kind  relations  ! 

For  it’s  all  very  well  once  or  twice  to 
drop  in. 

To  ask  for  a  trifl.ing  favour ; 

But  on  a  third  time  they  are  sure  to  begin 
To  construe  it  to  bad  behaviour. 

There’s  your  relations,  kind  relations, 
There’s  your  kind  relations ! 

I  speak  from  experience,  and  you’ll- find. 
Though  often  they  invite  you. 

When  poverty  comes  close  behind, 

How  quickly  they  will  slight  you. 

For  it's — Clear  the  way — ^there’s  a  knock  at 
the  door. 

Say  we’re  gone  out  for  a  ride,  John, 

I  know  whait  is,  it’s  the  hungry  bore, 
Don’t  open  the  door  too  wide,  John  ! 

There’s  your,  &c. 

My  goods  were  one  day  seized  for  rent, 

The  broker  took  hia  station ; 

Pale  and  trembling  off  I  went, ^ 

To  try  each  kind  relation !  ,v 

Some  hemmed,  some  ha’d,  and. some  looked 
cool,  ,  ^ 

With  ifaces  of  grief  and  sorrow ; 

My  twiit  brother  said,  he  had  made  it  a  rule 


I  thought  in  my  sirtcr  to  find  a  friend, 

But  soon  she  undeceiyed  me 
By  saying,-— these  are  not  times  to  lend, 

I  would  if  I  could,  relieve  theei  S 
A  trifle,  dear  sister  would  keep  me  afloat, 

I  shall  sink  if  you  do  not  arrange  it. 

Sl^e  said,  Ae’d  not  less  than  a  twenty  pound 
note, 

And  she  couldn’t  find  time  to  change  it. 

I  lost  my  goods,  but  found  that  day, 

)  (Though  ‘gainst  me  they  had  sinned  all) 
Death  summoned  a  rich  old  friend  away, 
Who  left  me  a  tidy  windfall. 

And  then  how  they  altered  from  what  they 
,  had  just  said, 

Their  cant  it  was  really  provoking, 

To  hear  them  exclaim,  as  each  hung  down 
his  head, 

Lord,  Tom,  we  were  only  jeking ! 

Now  who  in  the  world  so  blest  as  me, 

With  so  many  kind  relations  ? 

1  am  asked  to  ^ner,  to  supper  to  tea. 

I’ve  a  hundred  invitations ! 

But  cheir  crawling  presents  I  daily  return. 
Their  kindness  to  me  they  may  scant  it. 
For  1  hate  those  cold  hearts  that  would 
poverty  spurn, 

And  give  oHj  to  those  who  don’t  want  iU 

There’s  your  relations,  what  relations. 
What  very  kind  relations ! 


NUMBER  OITv 


Miss  Bell,  I  hear,  has  got  a  dear, 
Exactly  to  her  mind. 

By  sitting  at  the  window  pane 
Without  a  bit  of  blind; 

But  I  go  in  the  balcony. 

Which  she  has  never  done, 

Yet  arts  that  thrive  at  number  five. 
Don’t  take  at  number  one^ 

^Tis  hard,  that  plenty  in  the  street. 

And  plenty  passing  by, 

There’s  nice  young  men  at  number  ten, 
But  only  rather  shy ; 

And  Mrs.  Smith,  across  the  way 
Has  got  a  grown  up  son, 

But  la !  he  hardly  seems  to  know 
Therejs  a  number  one. 

* 

There’s  Mr.  Wicks,  at  number  nine. 
But  he’s  intent  on  pelf. 

And  though  he’s  pious,  will  not  love 
His  neighbours  as  himself ; 

At  number  seven  there  was  a  sale, 

The  goods  had  quite  a  run, 

And  here  I’ve  got  my  single  lot 
,  On  hand  at  number  one. 

My  mother  oftens  sits  at  work. 

And  talks  of  prpps  and  stays. 

And  what  a  coinfort  I  shall  te. 

In  her  declining  days ; 

The  very  maids  about  the  house 
Have  set  me  down  a  nun. 

The  sweethearts  all  belong  to  them 
That  call  at  number  one. 

Once  only,  when  the  flue  took 
Oh  Friday  afternoon, 

Young  Mr.  Long  came  kindly  in. 

And  told  me  not  to  swoon . . 

Why  can‘t  he  come  again,  without 
The  Phoenix  and  the  Sun, 

We  cannot  always  have  a  flue 
On  fire  at  number  one. 

1  am  not  old  I  am  not  plain. 

Nor  awkward  in  my  gait, 

I  am  not  crooked,  like  the  bride 
That  went  from  number  eig^t. 

I’m  sure  white  satin  made  her  look 
As^brown  as  any  buU, 

But  even  beauty  has  no  chance, 

I  think,  at  number  one. 

At  number  six  they  say  Miss  Rose 
Has  slain  a  score  of  hearts, 

And  Cupid,  for  her  sake,  has  bean 
Quite  prodigal  of  darts ; 


Written  by  T.  Hood,  Esq. 

AiB— There’s  nae  luck. 

Its  very  hard,  and  so  it  is. 

To  live  in  such  a  row,  . 

And  witness  this,  that  every  miss, 
But  me  has  got  a  beau. 

For  love  goes  calling  up  and  down, 
But  here  he  seems  to  shun, 

^’m  sure  he  has  been  asked  enough 
To  call  at  number  one. 

It’s  very  hard,  &c. 

I’m  sick  of  all  the  double  knocks, 
That  come  to  number  four, 

At  number  three,  I  often  see 
Alover  at  the  door ; 

And  one  blue,  at  number  two. 

Calls  daily  like  a  dun, 

It’s  very  hard  they  come  so  near, 
And  not  to][number  one. 
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The  imp  they  show  with  beaded  bow, 
I  wuui  he  had  a  gon. 

Bat  if  he  had,  he’d  never  deiga 
To  shoot  with  number  one. 

It’s  very  hard,  and  so  it  is, 

To  live  in  such  a  row, 

Andhere.s  a  ballad  singer  come, 

To  aggniTate  my  woe ; 

Oh,  take  away  your  foolish  song. 

And  tones  enough  to  stun— 

There  is  ‘  Uae  luck  about  the  house*, 

I  know  at  number  one. 


BARNABY  FINEGAN. 

Vm  a  decent  gay  labouring  youth, 

I  was  reared  in  the  town  of  Dunshauglin, 
Vm  a  widower  now  in  Maynopth, 

Since  I  buried  sweet  Molly  M’Loughlin; 

[  married  but  once  in  my  life, 

But  I’ll  never  commit  such  a  sin  again^ 

I  discovered,  when  she  was  my  wife, 

She  was  fond  of  one  Bamaby  Finegan* 

His  father  had  cabins  of  mud, 

That  I  often  went  to  admire, 

They  were  built  at  the  time  of  the  flood 
To  keep  all  his  ancestors  drier. 

When  he  found  I  had  Molly  bespoke, 

He  was  getting  quite  fat,  but  got  thin 
again, 

In  the  struggle  his  gizzard  he  broke. 

And  we’d  a  stiff  of  poor  Bamaby  Fineg^. 

His  corpse  for  co];ivenience  was  put 
Among  all  his  friends,  in  the  bam,  sir ; 
Some  travelled  there  upon  foot, 

«  While  others  came  mounted  on  garroons, 
sir ;  I 

My  wife  for  his  loss  cried  and  sobbed, 
Though  I  put  her  out  twice  she  got  in 
again,  ^ 

But  1  gave  her  a  boult  in  the  gob. 

For  which  I  was  attacked  by  the 
Finegans;  | 

The  bed  and  the  corpse  was  upset,  > 

The  flghtihg  commenced  in  a  minute,  sure 
But  the  devil  a  stick  could  they  get. 

Till  they  broke  all  the  legs  of  the  furni¬ 
ture. 

In  showers  the  blood  flew  about, 

Eeyes  were  knocked  out  and  shoved  in 

fkgftITIy 

But  1  got  a  sowestering  doat, 

That  aolit  me  a  top  of  poor  Finegaa. 


How  long  I  was  deadi  don’t  know~~ 

I  couldn’t  believe  I  was  living,  aits ; 

I  roused  wi^the  pain  of  my  toes. 

For  the^  had  thehi  both  tied  with  a  rib* 

a  sirs. 

my  mouth  for  to  speak, 
le  sheets  were  put  up  to  my  chin 
again, 

Molly  roared  out  you  know  you’re  awake, 
Tou’ll  be  butieia  with  Bamaby  Finegan. 

You  lanw  of  deception,  I  cried— 

And  1  tiiought  to  bounce  up  to  knock 
her  about, 

B»t  of  course,  as  my  two  toes  were  tied, 

I  was  fast  as  a  qKx>n  in  thick  stirabout ; 

I  soon  got  die  use  of  my  toes. 

By  a  friend  of  the  corpse,  Larry  Gilligan 
He  helped  me  to  leap  into  clothes, 

Togospread  a  grass  quilt  o’er  Finegan.  i 

». 

My  she-devil  came  on  the  q>ree, 

Full  of  Whiskey  and  grief  fifom  the  berrin’ 
She  showed  as  much  mercy  to  me. 

As  a  hun^  man  shows  to  a  herring ; 

But  one  beUy-go-fister  I  gave  her, 

Which  caused  her  to  cry  and  to  grin 
again, 

In  three  months  more  I  opened  the  grave, 
And  threw  ha  a  top  of  poor  Finegaa. 

And  now  that  I’m  single  again, 

1  spend  my  time  ralmig  and  battering, 

I  go  to  the  fair  with  the  me^ 

And  I  dance  with  the  maids  at  the  pat- 
them. 

When  they  think  I  am  struck  to  a  T, 

They  get  shy,  drop  the  tidk,  and  begis 
again. 

But 'they  tha’n’t  come  the  buckle  at  me. 

For  they  might  be  acquainted  with  Fine* 
gan. 


PARODY  ON  THE  WOLF. 

At  the  peaceful  midnight  hour, 

When  by  love  and  hanger’s  power, 

I  am  kept  from  downy  sleep, 

Nightly  I  to  Molly  cre^ ; 

Whilst  the  cats  upon  the  tiles. 

Mew  their  loves  for  many  mileck- 
O’er  the  gutters  11  ghtly  hopping, 
Through  the  garret  window  dropping; 
Silence  or  my  master  wakes. 

Lay  the  doth  and  broil  the  steaks. 

Beef  Steaks  and  ingons  brown  our  blissei 
Bread  and  chbese,  and  balmy  kisses. 
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beautiful  biddy  of  SLIGO. 

My  father  and  mothct  ■were  genUefelks 
true, 

But  all  their  affairs  did  awry  go. 
Because  they  could  notmake  the  whiskey 
shop  do, 

In  the  beautiful  city  of  Sligo. 

The  trade  went  on  so  badly, 

They  botli  fretted  sadly. 

My  father  look’d  down,  and  let  many  a 
,  sigh  go. 

For  beauty  my  motner, 

There  warn't  such  another, 

In  the  whole  county  of  Sligo, 

gpolcen-OcH,  to  be  sure 
Thew  was  me  mud  my^ster  Teddy^^ 


shall  make  you  my  taeher^and  so  he  did^  faiths 
and  1  taught  Dermot  Donohoo  aad  Peter  Gidlager 
and  Mike  O’Bryan  aad  Judy  Ryan,  and  the  beau* 
tiful  Biddy  Malony.  Och,  Biddy  was  the  best  for 
larning  among  them,  and  I  lamed  her,  and  she  ^ 
lamed  me,  and  faith  we  wanted  no  larning  at  aU  j 
at  all.  All  of  a  sudden  I  got  pale  in  the  face,  and 
couldn’t  eat  my  pratees,  and  my  mother  axed 
what  was  the  matter.  *  Wbat^  the  matter,  Paddy, 
says  she.  Faith,  says  I,  1  don’t  know.  All  I 
know  is,  that  1  want  ^something  more  than  pra¬ 
tees.  How  do  you  feel— says  my  father.  Och, 
feel,  says  I,  I'm  aU  feeling  ftom  the  sole  of  my 
he^  to  the  crown  of  my  foot.  1  feel  all  over  as  if 
1  oelonged  to  somebody  else.  When  I  go  to  sleep 
I  lay  wade  awake,  and  all  day  long  I  walk  about 
Just  like  a  drame.  And  what  do  yedrameof> — 
says  my  father.  Biddy  Malony,  says  J.  Fire  and 
turf !— says  my  father,  the  hoy's  m  love  !  And, 
faith,  so  I  was— up  to  the  lormplts. 


gooien— OcU,  to  be  «are  we  wm  a  tnefaaiily.  Thus  day  after  day,  &C. 

There  was  »e  and  myalster  Teddy— ^ 

and  my  brother  "IT  !*«,?*«  JdrtirtMS  So  my  father  he  took  me  directly  from 

the .  ould  cow— and  the  young  and  thirtTOn  a  %  | 

and  Cowley  the  dog  and  the  Tom  and  her  braOOl,  _  _  . 


Dies  and  Cowley  the  dog  and  the  Tom  cat  and  ner 

u5ce  kittens,  allround  the  table ^cthcr,  wait-  me  to  clean  the  pig-stye  go* 

He  said  such  warm  work  would  mate 
,  Bow-wow,’  tays  the  cat.  •  Mew.’  aay.  th*  dop.  my  love  COol, 

Grunt,  says  the  cow.  ‘  And  bring  no  disgrace  npon  Sligo. 

Mysride-iSqmtoW 

-  Oh,  Mother  (says  Phelim'  there's  a  little  pig  run  To  be  SO  diverted, 

he-1?h'^?nhiSSX:’andtt«h^^^  To  dean  wt the  pigs  then  denceabit 


Weeb-ek !— There,  I  told  yea  eo.  Sareed  yon  WOUld  I  go, 

right-you  should  keep  yoar  hsn^  And  SO  with  mv  parents, 

Igotqniteatvar^nts, 

Tbns  day  after  day,  And  resolved  to  bid  good  bye  to  Sligo. 

Our  time  passed  away,  8|,dken— My  faltor  gaye  me  a  bating  for  a 

WViile  onr  affairs  did  awry  go,  Messing.  My  mother  gave  me  a  handful  of  ten- 

W  nue  our  »u^>»  ^  »  r  V  e  pennies.  Good  bye,  Pet-Mye  she-bchave  your. 

Though  oy  poverty  oent,  seif  Uke  afrenUeman,  and  yon  abaU  never  want  a 

We  all  were  content,  father  while  yoilir  mother  !s  alfve.  Good  bye, 

Pifxr  nf  SUm  mother— says  f.  So  I  went  oat  and  took  a  dutl- 

In  the  b^utltul  city  OI  DUgO.  ^  brothere  and  siste^s- 

«  ,  .  ^  ^ _ T  and  the  dog,  and  the  pig-stye,  ard  all  other  ani- 

When  I  grew  bigger,  in  good  lucif  1  sow— says  l,  *  Heaugh,’ says 

she.  Good  bye,  little  pi^  •Week-ck!’  says 

rr^  oil  mv  did  I  ffo  Cteod  bye,  cowey;  «  Be-oo-oo  1*  said.  he. 

To  learn  aU  my  lewrs  Oia  l  go,  j  thought  rd  see  Biddy  first  befcie  I  did 

Ob,  Father  O  Fogarty,  laitn,  twas  He  go  Och,  Pat,  said  she,  are  yon  there,  and  where 
’  are  you  going  wid  your  bundle  ?  Faith,  says  I— I 

^  .  filCfWb  don’t  know.  Vll  go  wid  ye,  says  she.  Will  ye. 

The  very  best  college  xn  biigo*  gJ^yg  i^jg  ni^  g^er  end  of 

But  all  sorts  of  learning,  the  world.  Faith,  Biddy,  says  I,  that's  just  the 

diacemincr  place  I'm  going  to.  But  if  do  go,  Pat,  will  you 


Irptit  are  you  going  wi a  your  ounoio  f  sai^n,  saya 

^  in  filCfWb  don’t  know.  P::  go  wid  ye,  says  she.  Will 

The  very  best  college  xn  biigo*  g^^yg  ^yg^  g^yg  gy^^^  lyjg  ni^  g^er  ci 

But  all  sorts  of  learning,  the  world.  Faith,  Biddy,  says  I,  that's  jusi 

diacemitycr  place  I'm  going  to.  But  if  do  go,  Pat,  will 

The  tie 

l,jgo,  So  she  packed  up  all  her  trifles, 

rot  readily  w  writing,  And  off  then  we  went, 

Or  juTwping,  or  fighting,  V  She  gave  her  relations  the  bve  go, 

I  was  the  best  scholar  in  Sligo.  We  married,  and  though 

SDoken— Och,  to  b#  ««  I  w»-F»ther  O'Fofe.  We  are  poor,  we’re  contend 

wtvnid  so  to  himsoif— “J"  be  tome,  p^r  away  from  the  countv  <ff  Sligo. 

Paa^mybo,jou«re»cl«iey<mn,mnn,and'J  ^  ^ 
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HAMIEMJoittC  SCWJA. 

The  word*  Md 

Author  ot  the  l^oltHSMi^  Klloth* 
SyoKSN  OTICK— Itwrif  youarealla^n- 


ooittilwraibte  ifetanoe 
Mt  •dteeaaai  ttim  as 


then  they  fOt  sfrettf  «oiiaaiarau< 
•ut  of  aiitwtt  the  ^laat  edteeaM 
foUowa :  .  ^ 

Air :  i  DMOiitl  Oirdt. 


trajSdy.wliAUppenetMyw^ 

*  a  a  V  •  •  _a  .  A*  _ _  _ _ 


AOy  YaheeOoe^ 

‘Twaainlheffl^sdorntrfl***®^^  ' 

A  itbgdud  Cloeen  tren  ttr» 

And  }(f  tt  former  hnabMia  nee 
Had  had  an  only  ton,  air. 

But  he  tae  tay  w»e 
An  ointm  BI^b  to  that  8lrt 
And  didn't  ItfCl'thttt  aide  ^(oiU^ 

To  speak  hb  ndnd  qnite  pat,  Sir. 

'  Spokbn.— Blit  ea  tt  doem^t  always 
happen  as  how  ye  can  do  things  all  of  a 
minttte,  tt  Hamkt  fotdt  hii  hoppovttaily 
you  see.  itt  llie  mcenllaie-* 

Air^ftSbePa  of  the  Oo^** 

Oaw  foy  ewe  with  ksMly  tisMqjht* 

He  chanced  to  meet  two  chumahe  knew. 
Who  *•  Yodr  temrahle  dad 
A^eia^d  ae  he  yet  tent  to  4a  i*’ 


Air:  lightelOtlierHays. 

But  ana  Ikalil^ it  dinia hteaking, 
Aftdtdl  niiltaaluiiofrlfaat; 
And  I  te>nay  saem  uftonai.  uizaSa^ 

A  piecioua  timeto  laat. 

Aur:  Goo^  hye,  Sweetheart. 

Ooed  hye,  young  Ohiek,  good  hye, 
Qb^  f^e,  young  ihkk.  good  bye ; 
X  taaly  waued  while  the  dock 


i  X  tM^  watted  While  the  eock 

.Xdoodia  crow'^  Ck)od  by. 
8MKKMi.i*M>W«  hie  faeie  fhatHaaa'. 
let'nianoe  noUw  head  «f  hair  would  hata 
ipUBfled^  barnr  tofaaye  rwidered  nobhy» 
;ift  leaindding^fCdlhr  upon  the  fietful  fecott> 
icAw.  ’  ^ 

Att  T  dbaaeCCe  add  Jeatnettoi 

Yon  toe  koing  M  away,  for  away,  my  poor 
‘  (fldi^p; 


Sronsir.«»Tlft  nfther  statonhlaed  thelBut  I’U atenge  yoar esioe,  I  tffl,  hafote  1 


young 


and  atbO’  Mae  toatmnaiion,)  tatomnap; 


suchaa  *^y  yoto  dotft  mean  that?  but  I  I  wiB  wao/)u  hast  endMivoiuia  that  the 
do  thoueh »  Wte  iSd  yon  tw^  Wm?  **  and  Queen  and  that  the  King 
suchlike:  Shtllraetiied^ttHyldelL'4youoat,tbeai> 

AS.  iK«t  - KiAmMjM.  straight  to  kick  in ; 

An,  Biy  of  BSmjA  iHWiBMB.  aHHdlfoathadayttayMdt’dyoaout,the»- 

*rwaa  afiet  soch  deMSibhig,  ^  >  selyes  straight  tOkWt  in. 

‘  _Yo^H^^<w[|^.hed  tatch,  •  gpeKB».--Of  wtlnn  te  now  «nd  ywtig 
Pomhm^ttejgW  Hamlet  ready  to  yell  taUfop  the  party  yhat 

He  n^ithayeltickto  catah.  ;^wie4  his  niher,  tet  os  AereW  oateMng 

Ho  doobt  ndhoa  be  tp<A,  Mi^!hanKinK,yythsye&tpiagyosd«- 

ITIinatnnmoiitttiieb^)  kysd.  Heoaumswar,  y«  foad  Aathe  ko^ 

As  he  Went,  »  sharp  look  oat^SdAoei^  to  ell  eppeiuranoo 

With  intent^.  Im  apiwnr  ^idbs  absip,  Aat  ie,  non 

Altto  watdi  e  opirit,  (k  ouipos  nsara,  at^  sil^,  tpooeay.  Vo 

Spoil*n.— He  did  yatch,  ai^  hooaw  the  find  hi*  edfoe«h«  hie  <dd  pals  after  thk 

old  gentleman  who  setsoadedlum  after  this  ttUKOr: 
fashion:  Air:  Low 

Ak.KMm^lbodiiht. 

MestmehyttKW^ftdottBi  And  1  staiMit  in 

Andthenrifa^foiwit^;  YoumStidtii 

Must  bo  ndftitot  Or  dumto  ywtt  » 

Befon  1  bolt  idSP  into**^,  Ctihty  I  Totitetettui# 


I’dtatih, 


Must  bo  tbH 
B^ietbo 


utiO; 
btidoao,. 
1,  crihsyt 


Srous.— Yell,  of  course,  ss  he'd  re  re« 
epectfbr  tho^  tm,  he  did  moetliitt,  and 


Air:  Low>hack’d  Cor. 

If  yiwshtili  nhtwH  to  laost  me, 

Upon  e  msAot  day,  . 

And  1  straight  aim  to  B|^  yonr  hoaai^ 
You  moat  not  agf  mo.  Hay. 
Orehsngoyoiw  noae  of  Utetdan  farm. 
To  that  wo  pug  do  call, 


xm  wMm/t  fifeiit  in* 


I  may  ride  in  a  low>badc'dow,  ‘ 

1  may  kick  you  I  knour  how  fiir» 
Like  Peggy,  be  pioking, 

A  tender  young  chicken^ 

In  faot  be  quite  gone  (ah,  ah.) 

^  Spokbit.  Sad  affiw,  wasn’t  it  ?  leannot 
count  the  number  of  pocket  handkeifdueft 
my  vasherwoman  brought  home  last  week. 

Air:  ‘Villikins. 

An  old  man  liv’d  with  him,  Polony  by  name* 
Polony  or  Long’ons,  it*s  idl  just  the  same ; 
To  vatch  the  proceedings,  to  a  cupboard  he 
hook’d. 

And  in  a  very  few  minutes  the  Polony  was 
cook’d. 

Spoken.  Yes,  Hamlet  cook’d  Polony** 
goose  and  no  mistake.  A  rat !  a  rat !  d^ 
for  a  ducat.  That's  two  pence  halfpeeny 
three  farthings,  raesin  coin  After  t^  poor 
Hamlet  vos  sent  away  as  ineuraUe ;  only  as 
how  you  see  there  vos  nothing  the  matter 
with  him.  The  poor  wendi  was  hod  down 
among  the  dead  men,  and  then  vot  do  you 
think  the  willinous  old  unde  vanted  to  do  ? 
in  fact,  tried  to  do  ?  Yhy,  miuder  the  poor 
prince.  So  they  got  up  a  sort  of  fencing 
match;  a  kind  of  knock  you  down,  and 
never  get  you  up  again,  you  know. 

Air:  Will  you  come  to  the  bower  ? 
Will  you  come  to  ftie  battle,  the  foils  wait 
for  you  ?  ' 

The  tips  are  wdl  seasoned  to  do  their  work 
true. 

Wont  you,  wont  you,  wont  you,  wont  you, 
come  to  the  fight?  < 

Wont  you,  wont  you,  wont  you,  wont  you, 
come  to  the  fight  ? 

Spoken.  So  to  the  fight  they  went* 
Pass,  pass,  pass,  pass,*— thrust:  Hamlet 
fdl,  poor  fellotv,  but  he  vos  soon  up  again, 
and  di^’t  he  pitch  it  into  his  dd  unde  i 
didn’t  he  fetdi  the  wind  out  of  him?  The 
Queen  died,  Hamlet  died,  Laertes  died,  and 
if  I  don’t  make  haste  and  dose  ditty,  I 
shall  die  of  fatigue.  But  before  I  give  the 
final  Squeak- 

Air:  Here’sa  Health  to  all  Good  Lasses. 

Here’s  a  health  to  aU  before  me. 

Hay  such  troubles  ne’er  come  o’er  ye ; 
Hind,  once  killed,  none  can  rwtore  ye, 
Deuce  a  bit  Aen  fight,  I  say. 

Deuce  a  bit  then  fight,  I  say. 

If  you’re  piemed  with  sw(^  or  pistols 
Teu  themyou  are  off  to  Bristol; 
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Leave  your  card,  but  yourself  mizzle. 
Where’s  the  ron  ourselves  toi  ay? 
Whm’s  the  fun  ourselves  to  slay  ? 

LOVE’S  THE  DEVIL,  Of 

Ajb— ”  Green  Grows  the  Bushes,  0  !” 

Oh,  what  a  curious  thing  is  love. 

To  pass  tbe  time  and  please  us,  0, 
Extol’d  all  other  joys  aoove, 

And  yethow  it  will  tease  us,  0 . 

It  makes  us  happy,  wretched,  blest.  . 

And  all  in  one  short  minute,  O, 

It  really  gives  to  life  a  zest. 

Though  there’s  nothing  lasting  in  it  0. 
A  lover’s  life  is  never  gay, 

Love’s  his  greatest  evil,  0. 

In  spite  of  all  the  poets  say, 

Love— love’s  the  devil,  0. 

The  gay  Lord  Bounce  a  young  wife  took 
Soon  ^ter  he  had  seen  her,  too, 

So  pleasing  she  in  every  look,  < 

So  modest  in  demeanour,  too ; 

But  scarce  two  month8*pa8s*d  o’er  his 
head, 

Whmi  he  alarmed  Ids  jewd,  0, 

He  found  her  with  a  Mend  in  bed. 
With  whom  he  fought  a  deul,  0, 

Ho  lost  an  atm,  he  iMt  his  wife. 

,  By  that  same  Mend  so  ci:^,  0,. 

And  lucky  not.to  lose  his  life ; 

Love!  love’s  the  devil,  0 ! 

One  Johnny  Spriggs,  a  cobbler  gay. 
Courted  Connor,  0 ; 

And  she  at  diuroh  vow’d  to  obey, 

And  everlove  and  honour,  0. 

Now  John  was  ugly,  course  and  fiit. 
And  Bate  was  dim  and  slender,  0 ; 
She  fell  in  love  with  an  Irish  Pat, 

Who  swore  he  would  defend  her,  O. 
She  took  John’s  all  and  ran  away, 
With  Paddy  kind  and  civil,  0, 

And  John  had  all  her  debts  to  pay  ; 
Love !  love's  the  devil,  (). 

A  b^elor,  who  for.  a  vrife 
Sixty  years  had  tarried,  0, 

Now  thought  it  would  prolong  his  life. 
If  he  could  but  get  married,  O. 

His  cook  he  thought  a  buxom  wench. 
And  so  b^m  to  woo  h«r.  0, 

His.  love  so  strong  he  couldn’t  quench. 
So  offered  himsrif  to  her,  0  ! 

Bnt  wedlock  soon  began  to  vraste  him,, 
While  she  abroad  would  revel;  0, 
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And  if  he  grumbled,  she  would  baste  him 
Lote!  fove’s  the  devil,  0. 

t 

Thus  rich  and  poor,  and  old  and  young, 
From  the  Prince  down  to  the  peasant  O, 
Are  led  away  by  beauty’s  tongue. 

Which  sounds  so  sweet  and  pleasant,  0. 
But  love  can  very  often  bum, 

A  heart  that  cold  as  ice  is,  0, 

And  then  again  can  wedlock  turn. 

And  make  us  hate  what  nice  is,  0; 

A  lover’s  life  is  never  gay, 

Though  he  a  time  may  tev^  0 ; 

In  spite  of  all  the  poets  say, 

Love!  love’s  the  devil.  0. 


THE  POSTMAN’S  KNOCK. 

Words  byL.  M.  Thornton —Published  by 
Cocks  and  Co. 

What  a  wonderful  man  the  Postman  is. 

As  he  hastens^from  door  to  door. 

What  a  medley  of  news  his  hands  contain. 
For  high  low.  rich,  and  poor. 

In  many  a  face  he  joy  doth  trace, 

In  as  many  he  grief  can  see, 

As  the  door  is  open’d  to  his  loud  ran  tan. 
And  his  quick  delivery. 

Every  morn,  as  true  as  the  clock, 
Somebody  hears  the  Postman’s  Knock ! 

No.  1,  he  presents  with  the  news  of  a  birth> 
With  tidings  of  death  No.  4 ; 

At  13  a  bill  of  terrible  length. 

He  drops  through  a  hole  in  the  door. 

A  cheque  or  a  order  at  15,  he  leaves. 

At  16  his  presence  doth  prove ; 

'While  17  does  an  acknowledgement  get. 
And  18  a  letter  of  love. 

Every  morn,  as  true  as  the  clock. 
Somebody  hears  the  Postman’s  Knock. 

May  his  visits  be  frequent  to  those  who  ex¬ 
pect  ' 

A  line  from  the  friends  they  hold  dear ; 
But  rarely  we  hope  that  compell’d  he  will  be 
Disastrous  tidings  to  bear. 

Far,  far  be  the  day  when  the  envelope  shows 
The  dark  border  shadingit  o’er ; 

Tlien  long  life  to  Her  Majesty’s  servant  we 
say — 

i  •  And  oft  may  he  kock  at  our  door. 

Every  mom,  as  true  as  the  clock, 

,  <  Somebody  hears  the  Postman’s  Knock. 


THE  POKER; 

Swate  widow  Fag  one  winter’s  wiffh* 
Invited  a  tea  party 

Of  elegant  genteelity. 

And  made  the  boys  quite  hearty ; 

But  just  as  they  were  breaking  up,  ' 

She  miss’d  her  kitchen  poker. 

And  delicately  hinted,  that 
The  thief  was  Paddy  Ghoaker. 

He’d  stolen  her  little  poker. 

Her  purty  kitchen  poker ; 

She  deucately  hinted  that 
He’d  stolen  her  little  poker. 

Now  Pat  he  was  a  grenadier 
In  what  is  call’d  the  grey  light  horse,. 

and  a  daner,  stouter,  tighter  boy. 

Upon  my  soul,  there  never  was. 

He  cried  out,  bl<^  and  thunder ; 

Do  you  take  me  for  a  joker  ? 

Do  you  think  I’d  come  into  your  housv 
And  stale  yonr  durty  poker. 

Your  nasty  kitchen  poker  ? 

Do  you  think  I’d  come  into  your  housa- 
And  stale  your  durty  poker  ? 

Then  Pat  swore  by  the  Hill  o’Howth, 
And  by  the  holy  fathers,  too,  < 

By  all  the  ghosts  in  yon  churchyard. 

If  they  were  gathered  in  a  crew. 

Says  be  unto  the  widow, 

Do  you  take  me  for  a  joker ; 

Do  you  think  I’d  come  to  your  fitesida’ 
And  stale-your  durty  poker. 

Your  nasty  clatty  poker  ? 

Do  you  think  an  In^  jinUenosn 
'Wotdd  stale  a  durty  poker  ? 

But  all  that  he  could  say  or  do 
Had  no  effect  upon  W; 

At  length,  mjs  she,  ‘  Now  Pat,  will  yooM 
Decure  upon  your  honotir  ?’ 

Arrdx!  Paddy  stared  and  started  back,. 
His  head  behind  his  choaker, 

*  Touch  my  honour,  touch  my  life. 
There’s  your  durty  poker  ; 

Your  nasty  filthy  poker ! 

Touch  my  honour,  touch  my  life, 

Take  y<^  durty  poker. 


IF  SHE  BE  MADE. 

If  she  be  made  of  white  and  Bed, 

Her  feults  will  ne’er  be  known ; 

For  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 
,  And  fears  by  pale  white  shown. 


Keep  np.the  excitement  hf  taeeii^gs  mi4 
And  don’t  fail  to  say  you’re  the  saTioor  ol 


meui  £Mek, 

Then  dese  to  your  jurmci^ee  stick  like  a 
That  is  if  ^ou  know  what  they  are^  tkat’fl 
the  tnek. 

But  in  the  mikake  of  some  othexe  don’t  tbll, 
Talk  as  nmch  as  you  tike,  but  uindi  don’t 
workatalL 


Spoken.— T ork  ?— wbyit’s  derofstoxy  to  heaman 
natur;  the  brand  o*  me  ^re!— the  badge  of  a 
debasM  end  oppressed  bondsnxaii  !*--Toik  1— Tot ! 
York !— No,  nerer !— Zaboar  be  blovedi— Iiet’i 
habbolish  ererythink,  the  Bank  CeUars  and 

put  Buckingham  Palace  up  in  a  raffle. 


Now  this  is  the  style.— you  must  hollo  and 

bawl 

No  taxes,  no  vork,  no  nuffing  at  all,” 

Go  in  like  a  Xroiaa  at  Tories  and  Whigs, 
Give  ihe  suffrage  to  snainaci,  paupers,  and 
prigs, 

Vote  for  itaadiiBg  the  Cosn^^  bum- 
ing  the  1%roiie. 

And  scout  attoplnicns,  excepting  your  own. 
If  the  people  are  ignoraiit,  keep  them  sc 
still, 

And  be  anything,  anywhere  Q  poeket  to  fill 


Put  your  hand  on  your  bosom  and  say  fao^ 
itgmves 

For  tim  '^Mamres,”  and  swsar  that  the 
rich  are  all  thieves, 

Advise  ihem  toptunder,  and  beUerw  mon 
blood,” 

And  preach  that  tire  Sodalist  |dan’s  verj 
good* 

Say  there  m’nt  no  ladies,  they’re  all  crn’eaD 
vimin. 

That  property  ofught  to  be  all  held  k 
kimmin.  t 

Set  men  i^(eaist  nmster,  induce  them  tc 
strike. 

And  offer  to  lay  down  yotlr  life — if  you  like, 


Spoken— Say  anything,  you  know,  it  don’t  matter 
only  vanish  when  you  see  the  police,  or  it  #Dn*t  1m 


Should  your  present  iqqpeasance  be  shabb; 
and  lean, 

Contrive  to  get  treasamr, — ^yon  knew  wha 
I  mean, —  [bii 

In  two  or  three  months  you’ll  begin  toloo 
Keep  a  lady,  get  fat,  and  perhaps  drive 

XT  . 

Keep  it  up  while  there’s  anything  made  a 


the  game. 
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Tfllyoa’Te  got »  well  knawtoi  tvdrepuVHeaii  j 
name, 

Wnte  rabid  ItarangasB  in  tjie  Waalcly 

And  DO  doabt  yoa^  be  noticed  by  govera* 
ment  aooo. 

Spoken.>-3Cora  tban  probaUa  y«a  will;  in  this 

game  the  chances  aie  a  piece  of  plate  or  transpor* 

tation,  a  slight  differanse. 

Bat  this  can’t  last  for  ever  my  d^ocrat 
friend. 

Some  fine  morning  yonr  dab  will  be  pat 
to  an  end. 

But  it  Won’t  matter  much  if  you've  fimthered 
your  nest. 

And  get  ofiT  yourself,  wbat  becomes  of  the 
rest. . 

Xhen^if  you  don't  tun.  np  yoar  toes  till 
yoa’ieol^ 

Two  to  one  3roa’ll  grow  moral  while  idling 
in  gold ; 

Z’Te  shown  yott  bow  with  credit  the  world 

£>  through  it, 

ere’s  one  thing  1  muti  eay,-~mind, 
don’t  over  do  it. 

Ton  wfao've  nothing  to  lose,  &e. 


Boys,  CSieeT) 

New  Version.  Written  by.Thomas  Baznsl^w 

€heer,  hoys,  cheer,  for  our  jolly  tom  and 
heroes, 

.  Cheer,  ^y$,  cbatr,  and  banish  grim 
despair, 

Our  friends  make  to  honour,  and  tyrants 
make  to  fear  us, 

Banger  and  glo^  be  ready  hoys  to  share* 

We  can  hot  die  once,  its  hut  a  puff  of 
breath,  boys, 

*  Life  it  must  end  according  to  all  laws. 

Then  why  should  we  cringe  at  sight  or 
thoughts  of  death|  boyn, 

Thrice  is  he  armM  who  fights  for  righte* 

otti  cause. 

Cheer,  boy^  cheer,  theres  gliny^s  path 
beforeus^ 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  Ws  smite  the  tyrant 
low ; 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  while  the  pretty  girls 
adore  us, 

Where  honour  ealls,  boys,  there  cherrily 
let  us  go, 


It  iB  for  our  freedem  and  Ixmoor  w%  me 
fighting,  [flow. 

No  settA  blood  in  firoemoiii  veins  can 
Danger  gloiy,  a  faero  take  deUght  in; 

To  the  Beta,  ta  the  fiast  ta  meet  a 
Bandan  foe. 

Cheer,  hoys,  cheer,  fmr  the  field  of  death  w  ' 
glory. 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer  for  the  hpme  we  leave 
behind. 

If  nobly  to  fall  our  names  will  live  in  story. 
For  the  child  of  the  brave  a  protector 
will  find. 

Then  on  bravely  on  blight  fame,  and  glory 
caUus, 

To  crush  the  tyrants  laws,  we  conquer 
cm  we  die; 

In  zeal  for  the  cause  how  care  we  what 
befall  us, 

Befime  out  dread  shout,  these  Busiian 
serfs  shall  fly. 

Kew  Tear. 

Written  by  T.  KMuMy. 

.&ir.'..-A  £f0od  mne. 

The  new  year's  come  in,  the  new  yew's 
come  in, 

Old  fifty-four  has  cock'd  his  toes. 

And  fifty-five  has  shown  his  nose. 

Now  the  new  year’s  come  in, 

Fifiy  four  in  treahlescifiB, 

Which  still  kept  getting  f^reager^ 

Has  will'd  «•  fifty-five  his  sSrifsi, 

For  he  could  not  bw  it  loi^^er. 

Now  ^e  new  year's  come  in  let’ehope  twill 
prove  amm  stronger. 

The  new  year’s  come  in,  the  new  year’s 
come  in. 

If  we  may  judge  by  what  we’re  told. 

He’ll  be  as  strong  ta  the  old. 

Now  the  new  year’s  eome  in. 

Let’s  hope  experience  has  us  tangh^ 

To  lay  our  pkas  much  stronger. 

And  not  in  Btiaiaui  trape  beiqgaBte^ 

We’U  stand  his  teidt  no  lostger. 

The  hew  vat’s  etn&e  in,  the  new  year’s 
eomeiD,  ' 

Le^s  hope  he  will  impress  the 
To  look  sharp  after  AWdeen. 

Now  the  new  year’s  Mme  in. 

And  take  gpod  council  to  herself. 

That  is  more  prompt  and  stronger. 

Leaving  weak  caution  on  ^  .ItalC 
And  use  had  tools  no  longer.  ' 
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]fov  the  new  year’s  come  in.  now*  the  new 
year’s  come  in, 

By  which  of  these  ignoble  dupes, 

We  have  enlisted  foreign  troops. 

Now  the  new  year’s  come  in. 

But  soon  they’ll  have  to  bear  the  blarney 
Of  minds  and  spirits  stronger, 

For  bringing  England’s  aims  to  shame, 
We’ll  bear  this  stain  no  longer. 

Now  the  new  year’s  come  in,  now  the  new 
year’s  come  in, 
liCt  us  hot  forget  to  prize 
The  valour  of  our  French  allies, 

Now  the  new  year’s  come  in. 

On  Alma’s  height  hpw  hand  to  hand. 
What  courage  could  be  stronger, 

^nd  at  Inkerman  we  made  a  stand, 
mil  the  foe  could  stand  no  longer. 

The  new  year’s  come  in,  the  new  year’s 
come  in. 

Let  us  also  give  due  praise. 

To  the  patriotic  fund  we  raife, 

^ow  the  hew  year’s  come  in. 

And  from  it  let  no  Briton  flinch,  ' 

What  galls  a  tyrant  stronger 
To  see  us  ready  at  a  pinch , 

To  bear  deceit  no  longer. 

The  new  year’s ^ome  in,  the  new  year’s, 
come  in, 

'!9o  Baglan,  Cambridge,  Evans,  Brown, 
And  other  heroes  now  shot  down. 

Now  the  new  year’s  come  in. 

To  widows  and  to  orphans  left, 

What  plea  of  heart  is  stronger, 

Oive  help  in  need  to  those  bereft. 

Of  whom  can  help  no  longer. 

The  Snob’s  Confession. 

Tune— rU  awa  to  the  bridal. 

• 

Now  I  am  a  jolly  oldcobler — 

9ut  that  you  may  see  by  my  face — 

And  my  wife  is  a^  noisy  old  squabbler, 
Because  I’ve  been  stripping  the  place, 
Tve  been  on  the  fuddle  a  week,  now. 

And  I  means  yet  to  have  a  week  more — 
So  if  she  should  give  me  much  cheek,  now, 
Why  sprawling  she’ll  go  on  the  floor ! 
Hurrah  for  the  pot  and  the  bottle ! 

Hurrah  for  a  drain  on  the  slyj 
I  mews  now  to  well  wet  my  thi^ttle. 

And  live  like  a  cock  till  I  die  !  ' 


I’ve  been  selling  the  clock  and  the  table,. 

I’ve  sold  the  old  tub  and  the  pail — 
And  this  werry  night,  if  I’m  able. 

I’ll  walk  off  the  bed  without  fall. 

I’ve  pawned  all  the  boots  I  was  making, 
And  I  feels  werry  sorry  for  that — 

For  a  little  drop  now  I  am  shaking ! 
Who’ll  give  me  a  groat  for  my  hat  ? 

I’ve  left  all  my  tools  for  a  shilling, 
Forbacca  and  beer,  I  must  say 
From  my  landlord  I’m  safe  for  a  drilling, 
’Cos  I  spent  all  the  rent  t’other  day. 

The  broom,  too,  I  sold  for  a  tanner, 

And  the  tin  that  I  kept  for  the  cat, 

And  this  mom,  in  an  out  and  out  manner, 
I  hook’d  it  bang  off  with  the  mat. 

My  wife  she  is  always  a  crying-^ 

There’s  no  good  at  all,  then,  in  that— 
But  you’ll  never  cotch  me  a  sighing, 

And  that’s  how  it  is  I’m  so  fat. 

For  a  drop  of  beer  how  1  am  dancing, 

So  who’s  going  to  stand  the  next  treat  ? 
Just  mark,  now,  what  I  am  advancing — 
Who’ll  buy  these  new  boots  off  nty  feet  ? 

I’  ve  sold  the  tea  pot  and  the  poker, 

And  the  night  cap  that  goes  on  my  head 
Likewise  I  sold  for  some  ochre, 

The  thing  that  goes  under  the  bed. 
Who’U  give  me  the  chance  for  a  tanner  ? 

Don’t  be  in  a  hurry  to  speak — 

For  security  take  my  Bandanna — 

And  the  tizzy  I'll  give  back  next  week. 

Like  a  fish,  now,  I  give  way  to  drinking. 
For  a  small  drop  I’m  sure  I  shall  die— 
I’m  too  funny  by  half,  I  am  thinking. 
You’ll  own  that  my  humour  is  dry. 

I’ll  go  home,  and  fetch  out  the  bellows; 

I  And  then  all  the  room  will  be  thin’d. 

So  I  don’t  mind  what  old  women  tell  us. 
For  there’s  nothing  like  raising  the  wind. 

■  Bockaway. 

On  old  Long  Island’s  .es>girt  shore, 

Many  an  hour  I’ve  wil’d  away. 

In  listening  to  the  breakers’  roar, 

That  wash’d  the  beach  at  Bockaway. 
Transfix’d  I’ve  stood  while  nature’s  lyre 
In  one  harmonious  concert  broke, 

And  catching  its  Promethean  fire, 

My  inmost  soul  to  rapture  woke.  . 

Oh  1  on  old  Lobg  Island  s, 
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Oh !  how  delightful  His  to  stroll 
Where  murm’riog  winds  and  waters  meet 
Marking  the  billows  as  they  roll, 

And  break  resistless  at  your  feet ;  i 

To  watch  young  Iris  as  she  dips 
Her  mantle  in  the  sparkling  dew, 

And,  chas’d  by  Sol,  away  she  trips 
O’er  the  horizons  quivering  blue. 

Oh !  on  old  Long  Island’s,  &c. 

To  hear  the  startling  night  winds  sigh. 

As  dreamy  twilight  lulls  to  sleep ; 

While  the  pale  moon  reflects  from  high 
Her  image  in  ^e  mighty  deep* 

Majestic  scene,  where  nature  dwells, 
Profound  in  everlasting  love, 

AYhile  her  unmeasured  music  swells 
The  valted  firmament  above* 

Oh !  on  old  Long  Island’s  &c. 

You  know  my  Way. 


Tone— Hajor  Longbow* 

I’m  a  regular  downy  card. 

As  you’ll  find  here  and  there, 

F or  times  are  precious  hard, 

And  folks  can’t  live  on  air* 

No  matter  where  1  roam. 

Go  where’er  I  may, 

I  make  myself  at  home~ 

In  fact — ^you  know  my  way. 

^  Tollol,  &C. 

I  breakfast  at  a  stall, 

For  I  don’t  like  any  fuss-— 

And,  when  I’ve  bolted  all, 

I  find  I’ve  lost  my  purse. 

They  swear  they’ll  lock  me  up, 

But  I  swear  I’ll  call  uid  pay. 

And  I’m  safe  to  keep  my  word-^ 

In  short — yoii  know  mv  wav. 


know  my  way. 


At  dinner  time  I  go, 

And  have  a  glorious  fare. 

At  an  eating  house,  or  so, 

.OflT  joints  both  rich  and  rare. 
While  the  waiter,  Dick, 

^  Is  casing  round  the  tray, 

I  contrive  to  cut  my  stick 
Geu  ofl^you  know  my  way 

.  At  night  I  go  to  see 

Acook  in  Sussell  Square, 

While  she  makes  love  to  me, 

J  mak?  !ot.3  to  hex  fowl  anj  nare^ 


I'm^  obliged  to  tell  the  cook 
et  I’ll  make  her  mine  one  day— 

,  Yes,  and  so  I  will — with  a  hook» 

^  Of  course— you  know  my  way* 

Sometimes  I  meet  a  swell. 

As  through  the  streets 
Pretend  I  know  him  well, 
e.  And  ask  him  to  some  grog. 

In  sham  notes  I  abound. 

So  I  flourish  them  out  and  sa j, 

I’ve  o  change —  just  lend  me  a 
My  boy — ^you  mow  my  way^ 

1  take  in  many  a  snip. 

And  gammon  many  a  lass— 

And  my  beak  I  often  dip, 

In  another  person’s  glass. 

Sometimes  I  take  a  pew. 

In  church,  and  while  they  pray, 

I  change  my  hat  for  new. 

And  bolt — ^you  know  my  way* 

W  ith  a  tidy  suit  of  clothes. 

And  plenty,  too,  to  say, 

I  manage,  yoh’ll  suppose. 

Through  life  to  bounce  my  way. 

As  you’re  all  true  fnends  of  mine. 

I’ve  got  a  word  to  say— 

What  time  do  you  mostly  dine  ? 

I  shall  call— you  know  my  way* 

■C 

The  Ladies’  Club. 

Tune— I'm  ninety*fiTe*  ** 

A  Ladies’  Club !  A  Ladies'  aub^ 
However  angry  husbands  snub, 

A  Indies’  Club,  a  Ladies'  Club, 

Much  wanted  is  to  tame  each  hub^  ff, , 

The  women  all  are  up  in  arms,  S 

For  their  society  and  charms  .  . 

Are  quite  neglected  now  at  homev  - 
%  spouses  who  abroad  will  roam* 

Ijien  since  in  clubs  the  men  think  §it 
To  spend  their  time— nor  wives  lu 

The  ladies  off  their  chains  have  throimu 
And  have  a  club  formed  of  their  owm** 

^ese  sad  deceitful  men.  when  tnew 
first  go  a  courting  don’t  they  say 
They  feel  companionless — unknown— 

IdOst  muttons,  whom  no  one  will  awnf 
On  their  good  meriU  don’t  they  AwcIL 
Until,  perhaps,  they  get  a  bdtet 
belle  obtained — their  way 
To  church — the  belle  she  gets  a  ring^^* 
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They  swear  thej/U  never  Imm  them — brt  | 
The  book  they  ripeorfaf  eoavee  is  ehvt 
When  off  agun  these  stray  sheep  roaa^ 
leave  their'helles  hehiiad  st  home. 

Creation’s  Lord’s  yon  neverUloiight, 

TiU  yen  the  biHer  tmth  isese  tae^t^ 
What  injured  women  dd 
To  be  revenged.  ^sHgfats  front  you ! 

A  club  they’ll  form^  and  rules  ^yll  ptss^ 
You  men  exelttde  and  all  your  class, 
ExcepO,  indeed^  a  favoured  few 
Of  lovers  whont  they  left  for  you. 

Thus  men  may  find  onto  their  cost. 

Too  late  the  game  that  they  have  lost-— 
That,  like  a  lot  of  thoughtless  enbs^ 

They  lost  by  Hearts  to  gain  by  Clubs ! 

Each  lady  who  in  play  delights^ 

Can  have  her  Cneck&D^’sandher  Whiles’ 
Besides  a  four-in-hand  they’ll  atmrty 
In  sporting  matters  taka  a.  part* 

Neglected  by  her  spouse,  each  wife 
Will  scorn  that  obey  for  life— ^ 

Unto  the  turf  her  tiioughts  will  clingy 
And  cease  topatronise  the  ; 

Thus;  mmi  will  find  while  they  did  place 
Their  mind  too  much  upon  the  chase, 

And  after  horns  abroad  did  roam, 

They  might  have  found  th«a  best  at  home  I 

Ere  long  the  ladies,  mark  the  case. 

In  Parliament  will  take  their  place— 

For,  men,  they  talk  as  weHas  you,. 

Much  longer  and  much  louder,  too, 

Their  privileges  they  will  use, 

A  lovely  Mrs.  Speaker  choose— 

Besidds,  they’ll  make,  as  you  shall  see, 

^he  gallery  a  girl-ery  I 
Inspired  by  this  success,  they  will 
Probably  bring  in  a  bill, 

To  sepd  the  men  folks  to  the  wall. 

And  do  without  the  men  at  all. 

So,  gentlemen,  it  is  for  you. 

Ere  the  ladies  this  dire  deed  shall  do. 

To  promisa  that  no  more  you’ll  roam 
But  be  good  and  stay  at  home. 

M^e  wives  your  equals — not  your  slaves— 
That’s  all  each  married  lady  craves. 

In  all  your  joys  they  wish  to  rfiare. 

For  they  yoUr  troubles  gladly  bear ; 

Or  if  a  club  you  still  must  start. 

Your  wive%.4^  oohtae^  should  take  a  part, 
One  ITl  proposa^ifyouSUf  agree— 
ShwUAlte4  Burvioa  let  it  be. 


The  Brave  Moasquetaire. 

’Neath  a  v&ae  coveced  porch  sat  an  Old 
Mom^etaire, 

W atching  inteo^y  a  fair  child  at  play. 
The  toys  round  him  scattered,  tho’  aimplo 
they  ware. 

Bore  the  Old  Soldier’s  thoughts  far  away.. 
At  the  aoimd  of  the  drum  ha  was  feeble  no 
more,  . 

But  fiounshed  his  efiutch.in  tha.  air— 

If  a  Soldier  you’d  be,  find  wtrutor  in  ma  ; 
ShooliWarras !  cried  theOdd  Modkataim 

Then  the  Old  Mousquetaire  apcAe  of  war¬ 
like  array. 

He  built  mimic  ramparts  and  stormed 
mimic  towers ; 

I  Oh,  the  heart  of  a  Soldier  was  formed  that 
day 

Ih  that  garden  effresh  wild  fiowers ; 
’Twas  thus,,  he  cried,  that  our  Emperor 
i  stood, 

His  sword  flashing  bright  in  the  air ; 

;  His  cry  Vive  la  France  brave  !  comrades 
advance. 

To  the  charge  I  on,  my  brave  Mousquetuire  . 

!  My  musket  and  sword  I  have  hung  up  to 
j  rest, 

I  With  my  knapsack  and  belt,  and  my 
batter’d  canteen, 

At  Jena,  at  Wagram^  the  East  and  tho 
f  West, 

;  With  the  Old  Mousquetaire  they  have 
^  '  been, 

I  could  still  stand  a  brush,  tho’  nearly  four 
score, 

,But  prudence  now  whispers  beware, 

For  the  period  drayra  nigh,  when  King 
Death  will  cry. 

Pile  your  arms !  tp  tha  Old  MoosQuetaire.^ 

The  Standard  of  England 
and  the  Banner  of  France. 

Hark  !  hark  \  how  the  lion  is  roaring. 

List,  list,  it’s  the  growl  of  the  bear, 
Above  the  proud  eeglo'  is  soaring. 

The  cresent  waves  high  in  the  air; 

The  steed  with  impatianoe  is  neighing,* 

The  banner  of  war  is  unfurl’d, 

The  truinpet  its  hoarse  blast  is  braying. 
And  threatens  the  peace  of  the  worldf' 

CHORUS.  ^ 

Then  up  with  the  standard  of  Xaglond, 
Let  our  watch  word  alone  be^vanee^ 


T 
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Then  up  with  the  stuadaid  <rf  Emdaad, 

And  raiM  the  btave  beanw  of  Fmnee. 

It  is  fearful  that  li»  shoidd  be  wasted. 

It’s  dreadful  that  blood  should  be  shed, 
That  the  horrors  of  war  should  be  tested, 
That  ravens  and  wolves  should  be  ftd, 
Every  mild  art  of  peace  has  been  borne, 
Every  mild  SiiHi  pi  peace  has  been  tried, 
Msditamn  has  sp^  with  false  scorn, 

Now  waternnd  knife  must  decide. 

Then  onwnrd  by  sea  and  by  land, 

Since  there’s  no  other  course  to  pursue, 
Let  old  England  and  France,  hand  in 
hand, 

Show  the  world  now  combin’d  what 
they’ll  do. 

liet  the  scabbardless  sword  be  withdrawn, 
Down,  down  with  the  tyrant  they  cry. 

It’s  for  honor  and  justice  we  fight. 

Then  forward  to  contjuer  or  die. 

lAfe  on  the  Ocean  Wave* 

Music  Post  Paid  6d. 

A  life  on  the  ocean  wave ! 

A  home  on  the  rolling  cleep  ! 

Where  the  scattered  waters  rave ! 

And  the  wind  their  revels  keep ! 
like  an  ee^gle  cag’d  I  pine, 

Qn  this  dull  unchanging  shore — 

Oh,  give  me  the  tilMdiiiig  brine^ 

The  spray  and  the  tempest*s  roart 
A  life  on  the  ocean  wave ! 

A  home  on  the  rolling  deep! 

Where  the  scattered  waters  rave, 

And  the  winds  their  revels  keep. 

Once  more  pn  the  deck  I  stand 
Of  my  own  swift-gliding  craft; 

Set  sail  1— and  farewell  to  the  land : 

\  The  gale  follows  fair  abaft  I 
We  sh£K)t  through  the.  sparkling 
Like  an  ocean  hird^t  free ; 

’  like  the  ocean  bird,  our  home 

We’ll  find  far  out  on  the  sea. 

A  life  on  the  ocean  wave !  &c, 

lEho  land,  is  no  longer  in  view ; 

The  clouds  have  oegun  to  frown ; 

with  a  stout  vessel  and  crewp 
We’U  say  let  the  storm  come  down, 
Aid  the  aong  of  oiup  hearts  shall  be, 
WTiile  the  wind  and  the  watew  rave, 
Alifii  on  Ike  heatring  aeai 

A  home  on  the  bounding  wave. 

A  life  on  the  ocean  wave  I 


Come,  Brothers*  Aroiue.' 

Poetij  by  W..Q.  Bernard.  Music  in  the  Muaioai 
Bouquet,  Ko.  PTiee  8d. 

.Come,  brothers,  arouse,  let  the  owl  go  to 
I  rest; 

Oh  I  the  summer  son’s  in  the  sky;  ^ 

The  bee^s  Quite  wing,  end  thehawk’ein  hm 
neat, 

And  the  river  rone  merrily  by»  [sh^ 
Our  mothaTji  the  wdNd^-^-a  good  mother  ie 
Seye  to  toil  is  to  weUome  hmr  ftre ; 

Seme  heuiaty  she  bangs  neon  every  tree. 
And  blesses  us  in  the  sweet  air. 

Oh,  come,  brothers,  arouse,-— let  the  owl  go 
to  rest; 

Oh  !  the  summer  sun’s  in  the  sky  I 
The  bee’s  on  its  wing,  and  the  hawk’s  m  his 
nest, 

And  the  river  runs  merrily  by. 

Come,  dance,’ lads, — come,  dance,  lads,  oh, 
oh,  oh. 

Come,  dance,  lads,— come,  dance,  lads,  away 

And  tlua  is  Ae  life  for  a  man,  a  man. 

And  this  is  the  life  for  me : 

The  prince  may  boast,  if  he  can,  he  can  ; 

But  he  never  was  half  safree.  [she, 
Our  mother,  the  world, — a  good  mother  ia 
Says  tQ  toil  is  to  welcome  her  fare; 

Some  bounty  she  hangs  us  on  every  tree. 
And  blesses  us  in  tne  eet  air. 

Oh !  come,  brothers,  arouse.  &c« 

■  Paddy’s  liand. 

One  evening  all  alone, 

As  I  sat  in  my  easy  chair, 

In  a  cottage  of  my  own,  • 

1  was  free  from  grief  and  care. 

Up  steps  a  damsel  to  me. 

She  kindly  shook  me  by  the  hand. 

She  asked  me  for  a  verse  or  two, 

In  praise  of  sweet  Paddy’s  land* 

I  There’s  nothing  that  is  venomous. 

But  all  of  a  |^re  scent. 

The  air  is  pure  and  wholesome, 

The  girls  they  love  merriment, 

For  beauty  and  behaviour,  v 

There  is  none  with  them  can  stand, 

The  roses  of  all  Europe, 

The  pretty  girls  of  Paddy’s  land* 

These  peeple  are  free*hearetd. 

And  of  an  opua  mind^ 

And  always  to  the  stranger. 

They  do  behave  most  kindv 
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^he/  neyer^wilV  defraud  you, 

But  always  lend  a  helping  hand, 

And  who  can  contradict  me,  ^ 

That  ever  was  in  Paddy’s  land  ? 

There’s  one  will  contradict  you. 

That  is  of  another  race, 

They  would  wish  to  know  the  reason. 

So  many  of  them  leave  the  ulace^ 

With  my  small  education'  "  v  "  *  » 

I  soon  wU]  answer  t^ir  demand. 
Because  they  took  the  trade  *  ‘  -  (land. 

Froni  that  glorious  place  called  Paddy’s 

Qpme,  cpme,  my  hearty ^boys, 

A  Free  Trade  we’ve  got  again. 

We  value  not  the 'French, 

Th^e  Dutch,  pi;,  hapghty  Spain  ; 

But  if  they  hover  near  us,  * 

We  will  soon  make  countermand. 

We’ll  make  them  feel  our  oak  sticks 
^  That  grow  iii'Paddy’s  land. 

€k)me\  come,"ihy  hearty  bo3rs, 

Let’^  pimh  about^jthe.-flpwing  quart,  ' 

In  the  honouii  of  Lord  Nelson, 

And  eaph  pf  his  y  aliant  sort ; 

Ai^not  forgetting  ^Jarvis,,'  ", 

Who  used  to  deck  so  very  gr,and,  , 
And  to  all  the  pretty,  laa^ 

That  ever  comes  from  Paddy’s  land. 


Great  hero  of  the  field, 

.  Thine  age  was  like  thy  youth ; 

Thy  couriige  wore  no  shield,-— 

watchwoid  was  *  the  truth/ 
Firm ’mid  the  flying  shot. 

Where  smoke  shut  out  th6  sun,— - 
Where  blood,  run  fast  and  hot. 

There  on  the  deadliest  spot 
Was  Wellington !  WoUl^gton  I 

Brave  soldier,  thou  art  gonp  ! 

"But  fame  will  keep  thee  long ; 

And  what  thy  might  hath  done. 

Shall  live  in  many  a  song. 

Our  foemen  still  s^all  fiy,> 

When  freedom’s  to  he  won ; 

While  with  our  flag  on  high. 

We  give  the  ^ttle  try,— 

England  ai^  Wellington  ! 


Wliiskey  in  a  Jar. 

I  am  a  young  fellow  that  never  yBt  was 
daunted,. 

And  oftentimes  had  money,  but  seldom  it 
was  wanted. 

For  robbirig’for  gold  it.  was  my  own  folly. 

Paying  for  good  liquor  to  treat  deceitful 
MoHy. 

Mush  ,  ring  a  ding,  a  ra; 

As  I  was  goipg  <^r  Calvert  mountains, 

I  met  with  Captain  Everet,  his  money  he 
was  counting, 

First  I  drew  my  pistols  and  then  I  drew 
my  rapier, 

^t&d  and  deliver,  for  I  am  your  deceiver. 

Mush,'  &t. 

Oh  !•  when  I  got  his  money  it  was  a  pretty 
penny,  • 

I  put  it  ihi  my  pocket,  and  took  it  home 
to  Molly, 

When  she  swore  by  what  was  good,  that 
she  never  woUld'deceive"  me,  ‘ 

But  the  devil  take' the  woman  for  they 
never  can  be  easy. 

^  -  ‘  Mush,  &c. 

Being  both  wet  and  wei^  1  went  to  Mbl- 
'  1^8  chamber,  ^ ‘  " 

I  went  to  Molly's'  ^SM^heir  for  to  have  n 
•  'Sumber,  '  . 

Then  she  flelv-^nnto  my  ]»sto]%  and  loaded 
them>witft'#nter, 

I  was  dragg’d  out  Of  bed  just  as  a  lamb  ta 
thesdangbtet, 

>  -  Mush,  Ac 


Jk  Lament  for  WeUiu^ou. 

•  * 

^oetiy  bv  EHza  Cook.  Music  Nos,  373  and  370  in 
the  Musical  Bouquet,  price  6d. 

»  .  f  -  •  .  . 

Brave  men  have  pa98’d  away,  ^  . 

While  glory’s  tidjb  ran  fast ;  .  v 
As  though  a  warrior’s  day  v 
Held  too  much  light  to  last. 

Nelson  and  Woolfe  were  lo^, 
Wheus/reedom’s  cause  was  won ;  ^ 

But  fate  delay’d  the  blow. 

And  crown’d  thy  brow  with  snow, 
Wellington!  great  Wellington ! 

ZiOng  years  have  fill’d  thy  life 
^’Wini  honooi^s  brightest  sheaves ; 
’Thesoldier’8''wreath  of^strife 
Was  hid  by  olive  leaves. 

And  time  has  ^ntly  bow’d 
Fame’s  fint  and  noblest  son— 

While  Bngland  tolls  aloud,  < 

Her  heart  is  proud 
Df  Wellington !  V/ ellibgton ! 


